The Making of a Nationalist
clothes which he moulded into curves.   He sat on his chair
very straight, supported as it were on his own solidity;
and when he answered a question his mouth would purse
itself together in an infantile engaging way, as if suppressing
a smile which was in constant danger of escaping.   He
looked what he was, a kindly, peaceable, unambitious man.
After this first visit, he came nearly every afternoon.
He had business in the mornings, he said.   It might have
been all the Business of State from the way he said it
Actually, it was the superintending of two or three work-
men who were mending a roof or something in his house.
Having finished with them, he would stroll down a couple
of hundred yards to my door with an air of Property and
Leisure about him which did one good to see.   All my
street looked up with respect to watch it.   He had the
daily paper folded under his arm with his forage cap or
sidara, and his latchkey, as long and as heavy, and in fact
an exact duplicate of mine, in his hand.   Having climbed
to my room, smoked a cigarette, drunk a cup of coffee
and exchanged the news of the day, he would open the
paper out upon my table and lead me, with many halts
and interruptions, through the Baghdad journalists' flowers
of invective, chiefly directed against our British crimes.
It was the fashionable thing to be anti-British in Baghdad
at that time.
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